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but in spite 


police force—in this argument.) 


ADDING INSULT TO INJURY. 


The rumour that Poor Pa intends killing any showman who dares to reproduce his well-known face and figure in waz is entirely without foundation. 
What he does B soy against is pr el being thrust into the midst of the Chamber of Horrors. Dad has always been particular as to the company he keeps, 


this fact an East 
resented this tnsult, fae a partial destruction of figures resulted, followed by the ejectment of my unfortunate Parent through the window.” —Toorsi£. 


exhibitor has had the audacity to include his name in his catalogue of murderers and other criminals. Naturally, Papa 


USEFUL HINTS TO THE WISE—AND OTHERWISE. THE QUEEN’S SISTER. 


In 1856, 8 sgl eccentric, elderly Indy lived alone in a 
gloomy, prison-like house in the Champs Elysées. She was 
the Countess de Caumont-Laforce, was related to the 

of Louis Philippe as 


Orleans . She used to speak 

“ ay the pp Wh of Clementine, the Queen of 
r. 

When she paid a visit to Brussels, she travelled through 


riage was sent to meet her. Of one of these visits a curious 
account is preserved. She went in an old patched cloak, 
which she left in the vestibule, and carried a shabby little 
market basket in her hand, which she hid behind a curtain 
before entering the Queen's room. When the visit was at 
an end, the King gave her his arm,and being bashful about 
stopping to pic ds the basket, she asked a page to do so, 
spenking in Flemish, which the King did not understand. 
In the vestibule, it being very cold, His Majesty called for 
her cloak, and himself put it upon her shoulders, whilst the 
lackeys standing round laughed at the patches, 

It was reckoned that she did not spend twenty pounds a 
year on herself. Her clothes were little better than rage. 
She haggled for her food at the cheapest shops, The bed 
she slept in was never made. Her many handsome clocks 
were never wound up. Her pictures were turned with 


always keep a pretty housemald, ( to go to sleep in. their faces towards the walls, She lived alone in her 
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great, grand, closed-up house amidst unimaginable dust and dis. 
order, splendour and squalor. She kept three half-starved horses 
amlan old ramshackle carriage the fowls roosted in when she was 
not driving out in State, followed by all the little ragamullins of 
the neighbourhood with derisive cheers. 

Her everchanging grooms she was daily screaming and ewearin: 
at and fighting with. One she felled to the earth with her fist, a 
hurt so badly, he had to be taken to the hospital. She. indeed, 
guve the police plenty of trouble. She had a chateau in Belgium, 
which she kept locked up in the same mournful state as her Paris 
house, and during one of her visits to it, some Parisian thieves 
cleared out the bulk of the furniture from her place in the Chainps 
Elysées, and were just shipping it off to Havre for America when 
the law officers pounced down on them. 

Her last groom wasn native of Wurtemberg, one Antoine Bau- 
mann, who had conf to France to learn the language. He was an 
honest enough young fellow, but was in the habit of getting drunk. 
When in liquor, however, he was not quarrelsome. One fatal 
morning, though, in February, 1857, he went to the nearest “zinc” 
or wine shop, and having drunk a quantity of brandy, returned, 
half determined to give the Countess a thrashing for the ecan- 
dalous way in which she had just been abusing him without 
cause, 

He came home, and, sure enough, she set on him again more 
violently than before, She would uot leave off, and worked him 
up intoa fury, He then struck her with his fists, clutched her by 
the throat and strangled her. He said, afterwards, he did not know 
what he wax doing; but when he found she was quite dead, he 
eniset her body into a shed and covered it over with wood and 
straw. 

‘A black servant next door heard the noize, and called out to 
Baumann, “Was anyone trying to murder ze just now?” To 
which he replied, “No; it was ela Thia was hardly good 
enough for the negro, who had been listening in alarm, and, con- 
vinced that something was wrong, he spoke to a policeman who 
kort watch on the outer gate. 

Meanwhile, Baumann laeag up the Countese’s keys, which had 
fallen on the ground during the struggle, and, entering the house, 
discovered a sum of forty-five francs; then, after washing his 
hunds, he prepared to leave by the gate. Outside the policeman asked 
him where he was going. “To get a drink,” he said. “ But you 
have blood on you.” 

“Yes, I have just killed my mistress.” e 

Baumann was tried and condemned to penal servitude for life. 

e e e 
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NOOS FROM THE LECKTERIES, 
the footsteps dror neerer. 
nandd is lai on mee an a vois off thunder demand thee returnn 
off sixpense, 
bil etil fli. 
jam aavvin off itt eomethink orfle from the boi iss boots. 
(Neat week, “ Bill Furgers.”) 


FO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should incloxe a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclove loose stamps. 


, MiFs, we cannct ; Space at "s rather rare. 
Yea, we quite agree, ALADDIN 5 Such a course was hardly fair. 
One or taco, we fancy, E¥¥IE. They are always to be found, Look 
in Larka! for further details, HAROLD, of the faithful hound. 
Glad to hear from you, A HERMIT. What a dreary kind of rest. 
Glad you like it, F. B. SMALLWOOD ; SLOPER thought it far the 
best. “Thank you, WiLL1E, for the cutting. One and eightpenoe, 
ARTHUR LEE. Js it though, A PAL o' SLOPER'S? What a show 
it ought to be. —— 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


futher (angrily), "Pon my word, Charles, you're not very far 
removed from a downright fool. 
Sua (calmly). Lknow that, guv'nor—only about three fect. But 


pray don't apologise, *,* 


Weekly 


Visitor. Is your mistress at home? 
Mary Jane (with dignity). My employer is in, madam. 
name shall [ say? ** 


No, the dear old man was not quite himself the other night, 
when he shoved a pawn-tickct down a shoeblack’s throat under 
the impression that he was dropping 4 post-card into a pillar-box. 
Not quite himself, but not by any means squiffy—oh, dear, no! 

ss 


What 


s 
Wrenr’er my laundrees makes mistakes, 
T think it passing strange ; 
Lalways get a far worse thing 
Than mine sent in exchange, 
se 


. 
Darber, Ah, sneer at me as you like, T tell you Lam wedded to 


Art. 
Candid Friend, Ave yout Then all I can say is the sooner you 


get a divorce the better. ** 


“ AND what brought you here, my man? ” inquired an inquisitive 
prison visitor of # burly-looking inmate. “Siz slops and the 
‘Blick Maria,’” was the sulky response, “ Nothin’ less ‘ud ‘a’ done 
it, 1 well yer.” .° 


Frbel. Have you noticed how much merrier Blanche haa grown 
lately?) She used to be so very quiet and reserved—hardly open 
her mouth ; she’s quite a different girl. 

Maud, Yes, dear, she’s got a pew ect of teeth, you know. 
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THE RECENT GALE. 
“Boko, below there—mind the gale!” 


(Aad this ts how SLOrER ts treated 
in the streets of Londun, 


She. Is that the watch I gave you on your birthday, George? Low docs it go? 
He, Pretty well, dear—ouly losee five minutes an hour, 


COMPOSERS COMICALLY COM- 
MUNICATED. No.7.—Wag'ncr. 


age 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Jaguurmadilio. 


[ Saturday, February 10, 1894. 


Author (eagerly). I read every line of your criticism on my last 


Critic (coldly), 1'm sorry to say that 1 cannot return you the 
compliment. oes 
s 


Cadby, And have [ offended you beyond recall ? Will you never 
take mv hand again? 

Offended Beauty. Well, if we met in the sume eet of quadrilles, 
or if L was drowning, and you were the only man near, I migit 
touch your hand, but not under any other circumstances, 

oe 


s 

Old Doctor, And what part of the profession have you deter- 
mined to take up? 

Young Ductor, Ob! lam going to make a speciality of klepto- 
mania. 

Old Doctor. Yndeed! That is a strange choice, is it not? 

Young Doctor, Oh, no! not at all. You see, sufferers from 
kleptomania are always wealthy peuple in a goud position. 

es 


s 
THE poor "bus horses find, alas! 
As through the world they go, 
They're very close nst the wheel, 
But get a lot of whoa, 
es 


s 
dentimental Yi Man. Yes, she's a lovely creature; she 
that kind of face ] Jove to dwell upon. 
Practical Young Man. Does she? Well, she 
thing else I'd like to dwell upon—£5000 a yeur, al 
control, *.° 


Jones, 1s that new novel, by Bloodyard, quite proper? 

Smith, Oh, yea! I believe 80. I haven't rat myself, but | 
hear that it is not selling, #o you may take it fur granted that it is 
perfectly moral. *,° 


First Man. They tell me that Murcher is married again. Is it 
Second Man, Yes; he told me he couldn't stand things as they 


were. 
First Man. What! being single in? 
Secuad Man. No, workin’ for his living. 
a 
s 
Proprietress of Confectioner's Shop. Here, young woman, you had 
better take a weck’s notice ; you are too extravagant for me. { put 
fresh tea in that teapot vexterday myself, aud here are you putting 
more in again to-day. Wilful waste, that’s what it is! 
ss 
s 
Uncle Jonathan (readi ere re” 
Well, I'm durned if it sin ca everlastin’ wonder. 
bad English these Britishers do write! 
es 
s 
OH, melodrama villain, tell me why, 
When gery 3 of your artful litthe plot, 
The heroine and hero to defy, 
The funny man is always on the spot! 
ss 


PORRCHHEM BUTTICS 
under her own 


‘or the first time). 
What tarnativn 


s 
reigned (to Stranger outside ballroom). Will you call mea 
cab, please 
Stranger (placing his lass and focussing him). No, 1 won't ; 
but I'l éall you bally idiot, ».» Aaatits Lanta ss eee 


Young Simple. Judging by her conversation, 1 should think 
Miss Sere a—er—er—most valuable woman. 


Young Nowall. Rather! Why, she has seven teeth, all filled 
with gold, which you can see, to say nothing of the false teeth and 
the plate. o* 


Author ( ing apartments). Now, are you sure there rooms 
are very wane I'm a iterary man—write bouks, you kuow, and 
1 couldn't stand much noise. 

Landlady. Oh! | think peau find them all right, sir. The last ° 
gentleman we had here, sir, he was a literary gent too—u book- 
maker he called himself, and he didn’t make no complaint at all. 

es 


s 
_ Serr. That new girl of Jumper's isn’t over ornamental, js 
e 


Snapper. No, sho ain't. P’r'aps she’s useful. 
Snipper, P’r'aps she’s neither. 


ss 
s 
Mr. Muddleton. It’s rummy, ain’t it, what a lot of shrubs there 
is in these ere little front gardens? 


Mrs. Muddleton, 1 ‘specta that’s why they call these ere rts 
the shrubbubs. °° if e 


eo ad tell me that Prosyman, the novelist. writes all his books 
B. Ab! then that accounts, perhaps, for their soporific offect. 
2 8 


e 
Mother, And I can sssure you I have never laid a hand 
ro be deere interval of Bedlam let loose, yelli warrellin 
0 5 a i 
shouting, {omting, crying, etc.). I can quite believe tc ms 
ss 


s 
Friendly Adviser. My dear fellow, let me entrent you—forgive 
this man. He has wronged you, perhaps, but forget that. Heap 
coals of fire on his head, and forgive him. 
Old Skinnem. Wh-a-at! coals of fire, and at twenty-five shillings 
aton? Not me. *° 


P mil po Thing. Do you know Jack says his wife's face is her 
fortune 

Second Dear Mo. I can quite believe it. He always said he 
meant to marry a girl with a large fortune, you know. 

s 2 


s 
Poet. 1 don’t know anything more exhausting than a pocm of 


that description. 
Suffering Friend, 1 do. 
Pot. at? 


Suffering Friend, Hearing you read it. 
ss 


* 
Or, can you, reader, tell me, pray, 
The wherefore and the why 
A canine always slinks when he 
A sausage shop gocs by? 
s 2. 


s 

Young Spooner (to loved one's little brother). Do you know, 
Bobbie, whether your sister read any of thoze verses I sent her? 

Bobbie, Oh, yes | she said they were splendid—that they reminded 
her of Byron. 

Young Spooner (delighted). Did she, though? That's good, 

Bobbie. Yes ; and she got down our volume and found vut wher 
you copied ‘em from. 

Young Spooner, Oo-o-oh! 


—— eS 
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TOOTSIE AT THE SURREY. 


od 


“ How on earth,” cried ma, “can anyone write a new pantomime 
about Cinderella?) The thing has been done to death.” And so 
you would = sup- 

, but as the 

‘hristinas = poet 
sings, “God save 
ye, merry gentle- 
men, let nothin, 
youdismay.” An 
undismayed, 
Horace Lennard, 
George Conquest, 
and it. Spry, and 

i Locke sat 
down and wrote 
new pantomimes 
upon the subject 
for the Lyceum, 
the Surrey, anid 
Morton's | Model 
Tae P r 

essrs, Spry ani 

Conquest have 
gone in for a lot of 

ood fun in their 
Surrey version of 
Cindereila, the 
Sweet Kitchen 
Relle; or, the 
Little Glass Slip- 
perand the Fairy 
Shell, There's 
rare lot of knock- 
ing about, too, 
which everybody 
understands and 
laughs at, and 
plenty of pretty young ladies in pretty frocks and lon; stockings, 
or in long stockings without frocks, according to whether they 
be boys or girls on the programme. 

The Baron Boosey de Blackfriars (they call Poor Pa now, Booey 
de Batte: ) is as impecunious a nobleman as the Dook 
Snook. He two ugly daughters, Flossie and, if you please, 
Tootsie, And_here I avail myself of the opportunity a omervibg 
that it is like Mr. Spry’s impudence to take my name in vain, and 
Mr. George Conquest, junior's, in making up such a fright. But 
they both looked cartily ashamed of themselves when they caught 
sight of me in a box. 

However, to proceed. Baron Boosey sends poor Cinderella to 
gather sticks in the wood, and there she meets the Prince, who 
xtrnightway falls in love with her. We have, of course, the 
kitchon ns of old, and Cinderella, left at home, desolate and forlorn, 
but presently tilled with 


wonder by a us 
fairy vision ° Black 
and white of the 
wedding jewels. And, 
as has always been, 
the good fairy comes 
to Cinderella's — hel 
and a her _ 

a magnificent ans 
ce and nto e 
spirit pon Li 
which, splendid] 
dressed, she 

to the palace. There 
the Prince is more 
in love with her than 
ever, and sh of 
course, as all Cinde- 
rellas always have 
done, stays over her 
time, runs away 
leaving one _ glass 
slipper behind her. 
Then follows the re- 
turn home of the 
rile —a bt 
ugly daughters, 

the trying on of the 
slipper, and the 
triumph of Cinderella, 
with a transforma- 
tion scene, “ Fairi 
Feathera an 
Flowers,” 

Mr. Soames’s acenery is deserving of bisa praise. The hall-room 
in the palace is indeed magnificent, and the dresses, by Mons. Alias 
and Mrs, Dearlove, excellent. Mr. Tom Major's jewels in the Fai 
Vision will be long remembered. The exterior of the Baron's 
house T ought not to omit to mention. as on it the well-known 
features of a certain Eminent Littératewr, otherwise Poor Pa, 
cannot be said to be conspicuous by their absence. Poor Pa,as the 
audience remarked, is all there. Such is fame! 

Mr. George Conquest has got together a capital company. Mr. 
G. Spry, as the Baron, is as tricky as they make them, and causes 
roars of laughter. Mr. F. Desks as the Marquis Reginald de 
Longshanks, can do anything he ikes with his legs. Mr. George 
Conquest, junior, and Mr. James Sutton are unsisterly sisters. 

Some extremely 
clever and foun 
knockabout_busi- 


ness is supplied by 
Messrs. PHennett 


for Cinderella 
than Miss Laura 
Dyson could not 
well have been 
made, and she is 
an immense fav- 
ourite with the 
Su audience. 
Miss Emily Foth- 
ergill, who has a 
handsome __pre- 
_— and fine 
figure, makes 1 
dashing _Prince 
Floribel. As Dan- 
dini, a young fop, 
Dora Douglas 
seas herself 


Cinderetla: 


Prince Floribel: 
Laura Dyson, EMILY FOTHUERGILI. 


Marquis de Longshanks: Baron de Blackfriars: 
F Dansy. G. Spry. 


all parts are credi- 
tatty filled, and it 
is evident that Mr. 
Conquest has 
worked long and 
hard to get the 
show to its present 
perfection. 

I must not neg- 
lect to mention two very important items that are introduced in 
the pantomime: one being Cazman, the Shasoe ep and the 
other Mdlle, Marguerite, “The Human Puzzle” or ady Contor- 
tionist. Whatever you do, don’t mixs the Surrey. 


Tootste : Dandini: 
G. ConquEst, Junr. Dora DOUGLAS, 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A FIEND INCARNATE. 


Ir was long past midnight wheu the beautiful young hetress of 
Gangrene Cirange ascended to her bedchamber, and her lustrous 
eves were languid with sheer weariness, Over and over again had 
she perused the copy of her deceased parents’ will, but the powers 
invested in her guardians and the Court of Chancery for refusing 
all suitors save the wealthiest and most highly connected, stood 
out like a giant obstacle to her union with Harry Mainbrace. She 
would gladly have foregone all her immense wealth to have 
married Harry and lived in a cottage; but Harry hadn't even a 
cottage, and, in the midst of splendour, she was and miserable, 

What, thought she, as, standing before the richly caparisoned 
toilet table in her chamber, she began her toilette for the night— 
whut is life. with all its glittering gewgaws, without love?) What, 
indeed! Poor unfortunate girl, in her grief she never even 
dreamed of the possibility of there being an arch-tiend concealed 
in her very bedchamber. 

One by one she drew the burnished gold hairpins from her 
tresses, until at last her luxuriant hair was tossed in the wildest 
state of dishabille. Hastily assuming her old rose silk robe de nuit, 
and, with her taper fingers, taking a couple of Wreachum's Pills 
from an alabaster jar and placing them between her rosebud lips, 
she turned down the electric light at its button and collapsed, 
rather than deliberately entered, the bed. 

Alas! she was only too soon wooed, won and wedded by 
Morpheus, and, drawing the exquisite and costly coverlets about as 
high as her waist—it's only your unattractive girl that hides her 
head under the bedclothes—the gentle rising and falling of the top 
of the frilled sheet told that she was in deep repose. All was quiet 
in and about that sacred apartment—there was nothing that 
betrayed the slightest sign of animation. How sweetly that 
trusting maiden slept! It did seem that the gods of all that was 
happy, peaceful and desirable had set their seal upon her and hers. 

‘hen, forth from his concealment came the fiend. The deed 
appals our senses and fills us with a nameless fear and unspeakable 
horror. There he came: he who craved her rich blue blood. 
Stealthily he stole upon his intended prey. Devoid of all gallantry 
—absolutcly relentlese—he advances from his ambush upon her. 

Oh! why in mercy is there no voice to cry out and awaken her? 
Why is there no guardian angel near to avert the disaster? 

But no; with a saturnine grin of satisfaction the fiend advances; 
he is about to strike— 

Bang! 

The cook. who sleeps in the apartment immediately above, has 
dropped her boot upon the tloor.and the eound—thank heavens ![— 
has aroused the beauteous hoe i The girl, who slept on in 
security only fifteen seconds before, has perceived the intruder, 
and, with an exclamation of horror, she springs from her warm 
nest, and turns up the electric light. 

“Well, I never,” she exclaima, “in the whole course of my career, 
I've never seen a flea as big as that before! Take that /” and she 
hits him a tremendous blow with the heel of her satin slipper. 

And as the soft light recedes again she re-enters her , whilst 
the humiliated pulex hobbles off with a broken collarbone and 


three ribs stove in, 
ie gs 


WHY DOES HE TOLERATE IT? 


Worse than the railway engine's shriek, 

Or roar of winds in canyon bleak, 

Worse than the schoolboy “squeaker'’s” squeak, 
Worre than the donkey's braying, 

Wore than the how! of wolf in pain, 

Or whirl of waves on storm-tossed main 

Uprises from the street the strain 
Of hurdy-gurdy playing ! 


The poet sits with bated breath, 
And uttereth no stern shibbolcth, 
Nor is he for that minstrel’s death 

In anguished accents praying. 
He tears no hair, he beats no brain, 
But calm, complacent, cool, urbane, 
He listens to the hideous strain 

Of hurdy-gurdy playing! 


We watch that bard with furious frown, 
And feel disposed to write him down 
The greatest ass in all the town, 
Until we hear him saying 
The rcason of his mien urbane. 
*Twas he who from his massive brain 
Evolved the words of that vile strain 
The hurdy-gurdy’s playing ! 


pero 


ECHOES OF SCIENCE. 


It is stated in a respectable medical weekly that late hours tell 
on ao man sooner than any other form of dissi—we mean intel- 
lectual amusement. This is especially true if the clock strikes 
four as he is attempting to close the bedroom door behind him 
without awakening his wife with the click. 

THE sea-serpent, having been eeen by more than one marine 
person of late, a well-known natural historian has offered one 
thousand pounds for its skin. An equally well-known Fleet 
Streeter has raised a sovereign on his overcoat, and is busily 
cneagee in trying to hatch a seventy-foot snake from a gallon of 
Cheshire Cheese Scotch. _ 

PARISIAN scientists are just now puzzled over the case of a young 
man whose index fingers possess the tn, of holding any 
polished object like a magnet. Pah! We've nineteen—no, no! 
twenty-two—in this very office whose fingers are similar] 
endowed—when the polished object has come from the cashier's 
till and is stamped with the image of her Majesty. 

In the course of science pur et simple, a well-known barrister of 
the Outer Temple has spent two whole days and a night over one 
case, and is now more fogged than ever. It was acase of Three- 
Star “Special Scotch.” 

Boarp schools and penny dreadfuls are doing theiriwork. Your 
“Bchoist ” to command is & married man with a vast and varied 
store of experience on the mabye of housekeeping. Said the odd 
charwoman employed by his better-half, as she prepared to 
assume her storm-beaten bonnet the other evening, ‘“ Madam, I 
have to acquaint you with the fact that my day's charing ix 
accomplished !” 

Drops of water falling continuously upon a three-inch oak plank 
would wear a hole through it in about thirty-three years. Moral. 
—Drink beer. i. 

“SCIENCE is making wonderful strides in England, sir,” said an 
elderly gentleman to his companion opposite, as the train steamed 
out of Woking Station the other day. (It wax the same old 
gentleman who said, “ Wonderful thing—steam, sir,” years and 
years ago.) 

“ As how?” asked the other gentleman. 

od Why, years ago, sir, wheu 1 was a boy, tho man ate the cream.” 

“Ah! 


“Now they cre-mate the man. Ha! ha!” 
(Funeral on Friday. No flowers.) 
(More anon.) 


—_—_——»————_ 
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CALLED FROM THE STARS. 


—>— 


ONCR upon a time there was a scientific philosopher, who, though 
perfectly acquainted with everything of importance that might be 
going on in the 
neighbourhood of 
the sidereal hea- 
vens, was yet to- 
tally ignorant of 
what daily oc- 
curred within the 
four walls of his 
individual earthly 
residence, 

He was but a 
babe as scientific 
philosophers go, 

ing yet on the 
verge of his ninth 
lustrum, Yet 
three years earlier 
eee csshlonid 
wife of precisely 
half his yeara, and, 
having dreamily 
waded throug 
the tying of the 
nuptial knot and 
the subsequent 
honeymoon, had 

me back to his 
ks and tele- 
scope, and appa- 
rently had for- 
gotten her, along 
with the other 
conventionaliti es 
and hd Atel 
customs which go 
to make up the sum of existence in this matter-of-fact world. 

In the Me of a woman, indifference is a crime practically outside 
the pall of forgiveness. Consequently our philosopher's wife per- 
mitted the iron of his apparent neglect to enter her soul; aad the 
canker, and “the worm i’ the bud,” and all that sort of thing, 
ravaged at swect will amid the noblest and purest of her emotions. 

Then the resident secretary appeared on the scene (for our phil- 
osopher required much assistance in the transcribing of various 
notes and memoranda), and took in, or thought he took in, the full 
strength of the situation in an amazingly short space of time. 
Being youthful and handsome, and perhaps just a shade more 
conceited than youthful and handsome secretaries usually are— 
which is saying a great deal—and having occasional leisure and 
almost unlimited opportunity, he judged it rank cel 4 to neglect 

the chance of mak- 
x ing love ton pretty 
married woman 
under such favour- 
cg ciroumpinnces. 
‘ow he progrers- 
ed in his suit is a 
matter of no mo- 
ment. Suffice it 
that the philozo- 
pher, silently de- 
scending one even- 
ing from his eanc- 
tum on the first 
tloor to seek a 
volume he knew to 
be lying in « lower 
nnte-room, was sud- 
denly called from 
the stars to earth 
by hearing the voice 
of his secretary ex- 
claim, in impassion- 
ed tones, “I love 
ee Eleanor! Nay, 
ear me!” 

The heavy dra- 
pery, which divided 

he ante-room from 
the drawing - room, 
was slightly drawn 
aside, and every 
word smote dis- 
tinctly the outraged 
ear of the listener. 

“I should be silent,” the voice exclaimed, “did I know you to be 
a loved and happy woman. But mated toa man without heart or 
blood, who is utterly incapable of realising the priceless value of your 
affection—pah ! Oh, Eleanor !—forgive me, I must call you ro—he 
loves you not, whereas [—I worship you! Throw the world’s 
opinion to the winds and fly so me, and your every moment shall 
burn with happiness, to which——” i 

“How aes “i E hoe dare pod !” camo the wildly sobbed inter- 
ruption. “My husband is the truest, the noblest of men! This 
insult—and yet, it may be true! He may not love me! 

The philosopher heard no more. Pale, yet with a step firm and 
assured, he reascended to his study and rang the secretary's bell. 

A decent interval, and that young gentleman appeared, Through 
the wide open window the faint radiance of a crescent moon stole 
softly athwart the 
shadows. 

The philosopher 
strode towa 
him, and simply 
ejaculating, “You 
a seized in 
with a o 
iron, Lol iting 
him from the 

und with scarce 
a visible effort, 
carried him bodily 
to the open win- 
dow and quietly 
pitched him out. 

“The laurels will 
break his fall,” he 
murmured, grimly, 
“and, indeed, the 
fellow’s neck is 
scarcely worth the 


“Tlove you! Nay, lear me.” : 


In a grasp of iron. 


down to his wife. 
“My love,” he 
said, tenderly 
drawing her weep- 
ing head upon his 
breast, “though 
hitherto I may 
have failed in 
outward show of 
affection, it is a 
fault I will endea- 
vour to remedy in the future. Put 1 love you; and rest assured 
that, however often my studies may tuke me heavenwards, there ix 
one starthat, in my sight. glows with a brighter light than all others, 
and alone possesses my soul—and the name of that star is Eleanor. 


“The name of that star is Eleanor,” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HMALF-HOLIDAY. 


What! don’t y 
“Miss Fortystone has not got married yet.” — sree] for a month with this ‘ere 


“Why, Mary, see are using my tooth brush.” 


rich man—she saya she must Lave a carriage and 
“No matter, mum, | ain't pertikeler.” pe strong enough.” 


04° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
o her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 325.—M1ss CLAnA TIUGIUKS. 
“Oh, prithee, fair one, do not scorn my love 


“So much perfection in her shines !" 
@ghe is a maiden beauteous indeed |” 


ql) The Minister Las induced the Laird aud Swine to vow to reform their lives, 


not | 
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“Tam quite satisfied with our 
spiled the job, What's that to Bhe is devoted to Fido, ani treats m: 
Extract from 


to have a swinging compensation, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—EUGENE STRATTON 


Penclores Pa 


“We,"—A. SLOPER don't like calling himself “We,” but he has bound himself by 
cath to his Editor to furnish him with a conventional interview this time, therefore 
Sone om tak Cooke Gan omeoty seieanes ‘wlek the pars 1 ightly 
sonator of our was e part he 

th y, New Y am apm gd 


oa 6 dony coon, was singing @ negro 
love melody, of which we give a few lines ; “I lub a lubly girl—I do; Yes, I do—yes, 
And am true; Yes, she 


AMO Ea 


By Ueda ta 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 


eee 
a 


(2) When McParritch said ; “Sucking book backs is nae use; @ wheen of my French nails is evidently mair tae the purpose.” 
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You - - bebber Le. canefube 


Yy 
Veer IG os. 


‘fy 
Ya 


K 
play oer-b 


/ ‘8 Vy, 


! “; 


aN Ne “IN 
AT <I B 
Hg) 
Bok Ee 
IVe-la- Congres 


— = 
Cross -counby - coursiizg- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Once apts Indies and gentlemen, I claim your attention for my weekly show. Novelties have it would seem:—On Pancake Day good Mrs, 8, Contents herself with nine—no less :—John Bull 
not been plentiful since I had the pleasure of seeing you last, but I've done the best Iean for you, asserts, in manner grand, That he no humbug means to stand :—“ Vive la Commune! "tisaecry 
and here's the result of my labours. I can only hope that they will meet with your eatisfaction:— That may be heard, though, by and by :—This “ Field Day” with the Volunteers, A great success 
They met, these two, the other day, And vected tn @ cordial way:—Pinero rightly thinks that — was, it appears.—There younre! That's all I can do for you at present. Call again next week for 
praise Should be awarded clever plays :—Cross country runs uf late hare been A lot more frequent, 8 fresh supply. ——Youras, THK SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A FAMILY FAILING. 


Lee |e 
met OH 
j | 
=e 


“The girl wason the pirate’s deck—For all bnt she were dent, 
Ghe saw the s blunderbuss Aimed point blank at her heal. 
the pirate’s rage ?—Ah, no—'‘twas on the Adelphi 


/ 
wh, « 
ti // 


: > Acting Manager, Well, young man, we tried paying our artistes’ 
THE MUSEUM. Aloernon, Tshonid say misfortune has always bern a fentnre of our family history. ralariea in paper, mt, woull you believe it they actually 
in 


4 
H : i 
Deadhead. 1 represent the weekly Weasel—bave you any paper 
for your show 
aT 
« food 
Oh, pa, what a ur flog ae he keep bis Mildred, And the history of your family features ¢ preferred cash, so we've taken the 


— ee er 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


———— 


STRANOE as may appear the fact, A. SLOPER looks upon the 
approach of Ash Wednesday with a feeling akin to delight. This 
fact proves conclusively 
that the Eminent is artful. 
Salt tixsh is all the go at 
“The Mildeweries” on the 
day in question, and,as most 
people are aware that is 
one of the greatest thirst 
poner in the universe. 
Now, when a man is pos- 
sessed of a big thirst, what 
naturally follows? Why, 
constant imbibing and a 
rapid consumption of his 
favourite beverage. Well, 
the Ancient One is no ex- 
ception to the rule, and the 
quantity of * Unsweetened” 
consumed by him on Ash 
Wednesday would float a 
small si navy. 
3° 

WE are happy to allay 
any apprehension that may 
have arisen owing to the 
statement that Lardi Long- 
rox has joined the staff of 
Quipa, “ Lardi’s contribu. 
tions are not exactly devoid 
of literary merit, but, o8 
the only subject she can 
write upon is Lardi Long- 
sox, her efforts are apt to become a trifle monotonous, And Quips 
nims at variety—variety, and Leeigy of it'—and only a ha'penny, 
too! As Angelo Cyrus , Esq., M.C., would have said, 
Re—markable ! 


Our readers will see, from the epistles we publish in the 
“Editor's Letter Box,” the manner in which the moneys contri- 
buted to “ Ally Sloper’s Christmas Appeal” have been distributed. 
They will also learn from the writers, who are all well-known 
ventlemen engaged in charitable work in the poorest districts, 
how great is the need of help, and how thankfully that help is 
received, So hu up, please; we cannot keep our list open 
much longer, and the dia Man dearly wants to do a little more 
good before he closes it. *° 


LOVELINESS generally abhors alcoholic drinks. They, in fact, 
abominate whisky, and the mere sight of brandy suflices almost to 
make their hair stand on 
end, The foregoing is what 
they would make—indeed, 
have partially made — the 
masculine sex believe. The 
report that reaches us, there- 
fore, that nearly fifty per 
cent. of those cosy little 
afternoon tea fights envied 
by men, but only patronized 
by the fair sex, are simply 
excuses for a half an hours 
“carouse,” comes upon us 
with a certain sort of shock. 
Of course, the cups are 
handed round in the usual 
manner, but tea most cer- 
tainly does not form the sole 
or even principal contents. 
Fie upon you, Inulies | 


s i 
THE Mildewed Mound has 

boen graciously pleased to 
confer the “ Award of Merit ” 
upon M,_ Kilanyi, because 
of hia Tableaux Vivants. 
“Feyther,” chortled the 
Azure-orbed, as the two left 
the stately portals of the 
Palace Theatre, “Kilanyi 
seems to ‘ave a spiffin heye 
for the beauty of the 'uman 
form. Don't you think ’e might come down pretty ‘andsome hif 
Heveliny and me offered to pore in his tablow /” And the Agéd 
promised faithfully to see what could be done. 


s 
THERE is one thing we admire in Charles Godfrey, and that is, he 
always seeins to have something fresh up his sleeve—or elsewhere. 
His new monologue, “ Nelson,” appealing, as it does, to the patriot. 
ism of the British subject, has caught on wonderfully at the Oxford 
Music-hall, and all ‘concerned in the sketch are rapturously 
applauded nightly. *.* 


AN impression prevails among the members of the “ Ball's Pond 
Banditti” that the frequent failure of their raids may be attributed 
to treachery. Suspicion poiuts strongly to—but no, we must not 
anticipate. Readers of that wondrous ha'’penny comic, Larks! 
will alone know the gory sequel, - 


s 
that such a thoroughly langhable piece as 
at such an_ ill-fated 
house as 
the Opera 
Comique. 
Supersti - 
tion, de- 
spite the 
some- 
what ob- 
trusive 
efforts of 
the Lon- 
don Thir- 
teen Club 
to__ridi- 
cule it out 
of  exis- 
tence, 
dies hard, 
ond thea- 
trical su- 
perstition 
will un- 
doubted. 
ly be the 
last to go. 
The pub- 
lic likes a 
house 
with a 
good 
name, 
and will even flock to one possessing that desirable qualification to 
the detriment of one minus it, though the latter puts on far the better 
piece. We hope, however, that this will not occur with Unele’s 
Ghost, for it iss work of the most mirth-provoking qualities ; 
indeed, it is, perhaps, the funniest play in town, and is interpreted 
with great spirit by a thoroughly tried and efficient company. Go 
and sce it; you'll shrick with laughter—you won't beable to help it. 


It is rather a pit 


Uncle's Ghost should have been produced 


Dp 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Iw spite of the fact that Sir Augustus Harris has severed hia con- 
nection with the house, business at the laluce of Varieties seems 
as brisk, or even 
brisker, than it has 
ever been since the 
theatre was berped © 
nto a music. Seed 
This result is un- ie ee 


doubtedly almost en- aN 
tirely due to Kilanyi's y 4 
Tableaux Vivants, BY 

which are fast be- 

coming the talk of 

London, They must 

be seen to be appre- 

ciated, and don't for- 


get to take your XS 


\) 
\\ 
opera - glasses with 


| 
you. Besides US | 
Charies Morton has 


these 

Yableauz  Viranta, \ 

gathered together « = I || i 

variety company \S Jf I |; A\ \ 
im- \ i \ | 


which it would 


poasible to excel /f } a) he TaN 8 
Terommhout the N WT] | ill itll Ws 
metropolis, Cora 
Stuart, in a sketch 
entitled “The Fair 


can green is de- 
lightful, and G. H. 
Chirgwin is as 

now as ever he was in 
his life. *° 


Last week the City of London Police Ball came off at the 
Cannon Street Hotel, where a large company assembled to do 
honour to the occasion, A. SLOPER, who is pretty well known to 
the police by this time, disgraced—we mean graced—the-proceed- 
ing with his presence, and also the very excellent Smoking Concert 
which was held concurrently in an adjoining room. Altogether, it 
was a particularly festive night, and A. SLOPER only hopes the 
funds of the Police Orphanage Convalescent Home were swelled 
muchly, Personally, he enjoyed himself first rate ; it isn't often 
you see that he and the men in blue meet on such friendly terms, 

ss 


a 
In order to suit the convenience of suburban residents, the 
grand ballet of Don Quirote at the Alhambra is now performed at 
nine o'clock instead of ten, as heretofore. 
ee 


s 

AND 80 the long-talked-of Corbett-Mitchell fight has come off: 
and the Englishman has been knocked out in three rounds, After 
long and weary 
waiting, tedious 
arrangements, 
and dreary- 
columns of 
particulars, this 
meeting has 
terminated ina 
brief struggle 
lasting less than 
nine minutes. 
Oh, shades of 
‘Yom Sayers, 
Heenan, Nat 
langham, Ben- 
digo! think of 
it, you who 
fought fierce 
and mighty 
contests of 
eighty anda 
hundred rounds 
for one or two 
hundred 
pounds! Think 
of a nine min- 
utes’ fight for 


Seceee es 
APY Sori A 
Sverrt: HOPE N > 
a 
SET HURT YoUy 


thirty thousand 

dollars! Alas! 

for the old 

days. unc 

brag an 

“fake” are predominant now, and the modern glove contests are 


a pitiable and ridiculous mockery of the great prize-fights of yore. 
es 


s 
Iy epite of the fact that the battle between Roberts and Penll is 
causing considerable attention, the undoubted sensation of the 
week is the match between A. SLOPER and the Hon. Billy. The 
latter, it seema, backs himself to ext two pounds of food to every 
bottle of “Unsweetened” drank by the Eminent. Excitement 
waxeth high in the vicinity of “The Sloperies.” At the time of 
going to press, the Eminent was leading by about half a bottle. 

The match lasts six days. ee 

s 


THE two wealthiest heiresses in America are the daughters of 
John D. Rochefeller, whose fortune amounts to about twenty- 
eight million pounds—not dollars, This increascs three millions 
each year, and the two girla, Alta and Edith, will take a third 
share each. The Dook Snook and the Hon. Billy are thinking 
seriously of taking 9 trip to the States to eee whether Alta or 


Edith would care to become allied to the British aristocracy. 
2 


s 

THE advent of the festival of St. Valentine is alwaya looked for- 
ward to, even in these degenerate days, with a certnin amount of 
expectation by ; 
the fair sex. 
That festival’ 
is almost mpos 
us now, anc 
therefore, all — \ 
ye maidens \ N 

air and »\ 
c emely re- N 
joice. If you ‘ 

appen to 
possess a 
sweetheart, let 
him know that 
you appreciate 
him by send- 
ing the pic- 
torial repre- 
sentation of a 
couple of fond 
hearts on a 
akewer, or 
something 
equally pathe- 
tic, and let fall 
a hint when 
you see him 
that you think é 
ladies’ valen- 
tines ought to take the shape of something useful, and that 
size in gloves is sixes, 


our 
If you possess a dear bosom friend of the 
sex feminine, drop her an ugly Valentine, one depicting a snake 
in the grass or 2 two-faced lady, all very highly coloured, and 
cheap at twopence. Valeutine’s Day approacheth, Be in time. 


(Saturday, February 10, 1894. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


4 OsLENDAR POR THE WEEE ENDING 17TH FEBRUARY, 1894. 
—— 

llth February, 1828.—The following notice was this day 
atuck By by a waggish undergraduate of Christ College, Cam- 
bridge, in the Hall of that College: “ONE SHILLING AND SIX- 
PENCE REWARD.—Stolen or strayed this day, from the College 
Hall, between four and half-past four, pensioner’s new cap. 
Should it have been stolen, a free pardon is offered to any accom- 
plice in the fraud who will turn King’s evidence ; and should the 
unfortunate and ill-fated cap, under the pernicious influence of the 
March of Intellect, have discovered the vital principle, and thus 
voluntaril strayed from the craniological care of its amiable 
master, a full and free forgiveness is offered for its past indiscre- 
tion and delinquency, and it ix carnestly requested to return to its 
legal possessor, upon whose cerebellum it will be received 
with Ev pelcepetes attection. A crest is impressed in the interior of 


the said cap, » more minute particularisation of which might lead 
young gentlemen to the study of Heraldry, to the detriment of 
their servant 


athematics.—Whoever will baat | the above to m 
shall receive the aforementioned reward, with an order for half a 
pint of mixed beer.—Chr. Coll., Feb. 11.” 


12th February, 1814.—The Custom House, in Lower Thames 
Street, was this day totally destroyed by fire. 

13th February, 1889.—A Berlin newspaper of this date says 
“That a master of one of the schools frequented by sons of the 
well-to-do classes of the town had accidentally observed, amon 
the papers of a youth in one of the higher forms, documents of a 
gomewhat peculiar nature, chiefly receipted bills for various kinds 
of weapons, such as guns, revolvers, daggers and hangers ; for 
game-bags, cartridge belts, sporting caps, and so forth. His eus- 
picions being aroused, he questioned the boy on the subject, and 
discovered that this youth and eight of his schoolfellows had 
formed themselves intoa ‘ band of robbers,’ nnd that they intended 
in a few daya to leave Berlin in order to establish themselves in the 
depths of some forest. Their organisation was complete, and they 
had commenced the exercise of their craft by robbing their rela- 
tions of some £200, £150 of which was still in the seasion of the 
chief of the band after he had purchased the requisite outtit men- 
tioned above.” 


14th February, 1887.—A very remarkable decrease in the 
number of valentines passing through the Manchester office ix 
reported this year. In February, 1886, the number of missives of 
this character sent was 216,000; this year only 117,000 were dealt 
with, a diminution of nearly 100,000. 


15th February, 1887.—According to advices received at 
Christiansand on this date, a timber-laden vessel came ashore, half 
capsized, at Henningsvar, in Lofoten. Eight bodies, frozen to 
death, were found lashed to the rigging. 


16th February, 1793.—As Mr. Thomas Ward, attorney of 
Stadord, was this day returning home, about two miles from that 
place, he was stopped by two foot-pads, who first cut his pocket 
across, and on his making an exclamation, shot him with a pistol 
and robbed him of 18 guineas, 23 shillings, and his watch. He died 
a very little time after he was found by two other gentlemen who 
had been robbed near the same place by the same foot-pads. ~ 


17th February, 1'790.—Bill Hooper, the tinman, this day 
fought Bob Watson ‘of Bristol at Langley Broom. The contest 
lasted two hours and a half, and two hundred rounds were fought. 
Finally, after Watson had been “seven times accused of striking 
unfairly,” Hooper was acknowledged to be the victor. 


—_—-——.————— 


IMPRESSIONABLE. 


1 HELD her in a sweet embrace 
Close to my fond heart pressed ; 

She hid her blushing little face 
Against my manly breast. 


But, oh! I cannot but remark 
1 felt 2 trifle hurt, 

To find that blush had left ite mark 
Upon my evening shirt. 


LA CHASSERESSE AMERICAINE. 


Sue had “Just skipped over from N’ York,” as she called it, 
with her “pas” and “maa,” and he, poor chump! who had never 
crossed anything save the Thames and a postal-order, war rapidly 
beggaring himeelf financially by haunting the Hotel Metrollopus, 
just for the sake of getting a glimpee of her. Heaven only knows 
what he said he was—very little short of a title, you can bet—and 
she, the flirt! listened to his ardent vows just as though she 
intended stopping here to make him happy, instead of “ skipping ss 
back on the Lemmicania on the first Saturday in February. 

“For thee, fair one.” he breathed, one evening, “1 would scour 
the prairies that you love, I would track the savage bison——” 

“They don’t track ‘em much, Johnnie: guess they shoot em,” 
she iberrapaen, 

“Oh, well, J'’d shoot ‘em, then,” he went on, not altogether 
relishing the interruption. 

“Guess you wouldn't hit many, sonny,” she said again ; “you'd 
fire too high—all you Britishers do.” 

“But I could learn—I should soon pick it up.” 

“Think so? Take it from me, Fenimore Cooper Se-cundus, you 
want to aim low—mighty low—when you're hunting for bison.” 

“Oh! How low?” 

‘ te? Lares; you bounder !” she cried, and skipped into the arcend- 
ng lift. 
ust like ‘em, ain't it? 


TO A FAIR CORRESPONDENT. 


“EMMIE ELfonorE (South Bermondsey) writes to us inquir- 
ing what are the proper duties of a husband, and we have referred 
the matter toa bright young expert who does the “Smart Func- 
tions” for s society contemporary. He says the first duty of a 
husband is to get out of bed in the early morning and ring for his 
wife's tea, avoiding Iaming himself by treading on collar-studs, 
hairpins or boot buttons on his way to the bell. He next should 
refrain from swearing, upon diving his hand into his breeches 
pocket and discovering that the six shillings odd which he can 
swear he had when he went to bed have disappeared mysteriously. 
Under rule of duty No. 3 he should not, sfter travelling down 
three flights of staira upon a tin dustpan which bad been inadver- 
tently left lying about, attempt to lynch or tar and feather Jane 
the housemaid, but console himself with the reflection that acci- 
dents silZ happen. It ia his duty, upon leaving for the City, to 
state precisely at what hour he will arrive home—just likes human 
“ Bradshaw,” and not to grumble at a prolon it of hysterics of 
his wife's if he happens to be twenty minutes late, which has caused 
her to think that he has been garrotted for the sake of the bunch 
of keys, penknife, portable corkscrew, and sixpence which he 

in his pockets. It is his duty then to endeavour to pacify her and 
to— the rest of the evening conscientiously in the society of 
his fellow-suffcrers, tobacco and tumblers. 


Ewery Wednesday. Twropencee 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
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VIKING AND SOUCHONG. 
(There is a legend current in the daily journals as to Vikings drinking Tea.) 


Wuat is this the 
papers Ray, 
In their good old 
chattering 
way, (free? 
Tn manner very 
They tell a tale 
of boosers 


Of Norsemen of 
the days of 
old— 


Of Vikings who 
drank Tea! 
Hardy Nocona 

—tea, indee:t ; 
We thought in 
skulls they 
wolfed up 


Rut mayhap they've vonfusion made 

With Vikings of another gruade— 
Some in this centuree. 

At least, we do not want to know— 

Whate'er his station, high or low— 
A Viking who drinks Tea! 


—— 


MY WIFE'S DOG. 

I HATED it—hated it with an intensity which was only, perhaps, 
exceeded by the vicious little brute’s detestation of me. It was one 
of those beastly, Yappy, evil-grained dogs ; but Fanny—my wife— 
positively doted on it. It breakfasted on cream and dessert bis- 
cuits ; it dined on the choicest portions of lamb aon or chicken ; 
it supped on beef tea or veal broth; and it divided the intervals 
between these repasts by chewing rose jujubes and snoring obtru- 
sively upon a blue satin eiderdown cushion. 

One day Snap was missing. He had last been seen by the house- 
maid taking a constitutional in the garden, who had, at the same 
time, re: ed an evil-looking man leaning over the fence. The 
general surmise was that Snap been stolen. It was correct ; 
and I had given the evil-looking man £5 for doing it. 

Fanny was inconsolable. Hypocrite that I was, 1 pretended to 
sympathise with her, and promptly drew up a notice offering a 
reward of £10 for the dog’s recovery, well knowing that, accordin; 
to the compact, Snap was by that time reposing at the bottom o 
some convenient 
pond. 

Two days later, 
Fanny met me at 
the door as 1 came 
home, with a glad 
cry of, “Oh, Jack, 
Snap is found! 
Snap is found! 
and the man’s 
waiting in the 
dining-room for 
the reward.” 

“ Perdition !” 

I dashed into 
the dining - room 
boiling with rage. 
There stood my 
treacherous ac- 
complice. 

“You 
I hissed. “Do 
vou dare claim a reward after breaking your agreement in this 
blackguard fashion ?” 

“V'y, cert’nly, guv'nor,” smiled the fellow, exasperatingly. 
“*Ighest bidder, you know.” 

“You scoundrel! Why haven't you destroyed the dog? What 
is to prevent me from giving you in charge for stealing it?” 

The villain actually laughed. 

“First place, I swears that there little dorg follers me ‘ome, an’ 
I don't know where ’e lives till I see the reward. see? Second, 
this ‘ere letter o’ yourn explains the job, which your good lady 
might, p’r'aps, like to read.’ 

I knew I was done, and groaned. “Here, take your money,” I 
snurled, pitching him a tenner, “and give me that letter.” 

He laughed again. “I want another for that,” he said, 

“Get out of the house!" I shrieked. 

“Mebbe your ee lady might like to buy it,” he said, signifi- 
cantly pocketing it. 


Well, yes. of course I bought it. The fellow had me on toast, 
and knew it. £25 wasted on that awful little brute. 
_Lam now looking for 1 friendly chemist who'll let me have a 
big dose of prussic acid without asking questions. 
el 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
EmILia LORNE. 
L “PoETA nascitur, non fit,” 
B Some ancient scribe has say'd, 
Zz Which means, if you interpret it, 
“The poet's born, not made.” 
But (though you'll doubt my word, pcr- 


haps) A 
As truth I'd have you know it, 
That many-an unpoetic chap's 
Of late been made a poet. 


I've seen a ragman write refrains 
With true Parnassian fervour ; | 
Impromptu and impassioned strains 
I've heard from grill-room server. 
Rude barmen, bakers, grooms and herds 
Of kine I’ve heard disclosing 
Their souls’ desire in rhythmic words, 
All of their own composing. 


Through every vein of each dull swain 
Promethean fire is popping ; 

And “into poetry” amain, ees 
Like Silas Wegg, they're “ dropping. 
And why? you say. Go, see Miss Lorne, 
And mighty quick you'll know it, 
That, though you're not “a poct born, 

You'll svon be “made a poet.” 


iP 


A GHOSTLY FEELING. ‘ 

THE passion for becoming a Deadhead ‘is 
year by year on the increase, “T never,” suid 
n dear friend at. the front of the house, “see 
even a funeral pass the theatre without fecling a little nervous 
for fear the dear departed should stop the bally show to get out 
unt ask fora couple of upper boxes for his great-aunt before he’s 
Uially planted at Highgate.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


———= 

115 AsHMORE Roap, PADDINGTON, W., January 23rd, 1894. 
My DrAR Sin,—I beg most thankfully and sincerely to acknow- 
ledge the Twenty Vouchers left at the above address this evening. 
{ cannot tell you how badly we require help in this part. People 
think that because the parish is in Kensington, that therefure we 
have no r, and consequently it is infinitely more difficult to 
obtain help than it would be in an East-end parish. When I tell 
you that we have 10,000 people in the parish, and ut one out of 
that number able to contribute one shilling to our necessary 
expenses (except a aad nrdal you will quite understand the 
mitefulness with which I receive your generous gift. Again thank- 

ing you, believe me, yours very peels 
JW. P. SILVESTER 
(Curate, SS. Andrew and Philip, North Kensington), 


Tus Rectory, WHITECHAPEL, K., January 29th, 1894. 
My Dear Sin,—I beg to acknowledge, with my very warmest 
thanks, your very kind present of Twenty Tickets for 2s. 6d. upiece, 
which was left at the Rectory to-day. 
Yours very thankfully, “ERNEST A. B, SANDERS. 


ELIZABETH COTTAGE, LONGLEY STREET, BERMONDSEY, S.E., 
dansery dh, 1894, 

Drar Sir,—l thank you very much for your kindness in send- 
ing the Twenty Tickets forthe poor. They ure so very grateful to you 
for the 2s, 6d. Lonly wish that those who so generously help in 
this Fund could see how much comfort it gives to the very poor 
people, that 1 think they would feel well repaid. 

1 an, Sir, yours faithfully, H. HITCHCOCK 
(London City Missionary). 


——_—— ————— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 204.—HE Poses As Mr. Brown, 
THERE came a letter to Ninety-nine e 


In the Lane of Shoe, E.C., 
Which begged, in language fair and fine, 
That a trifling cheque should be 
Made out to James Jerusha Brown, 
And sent to him with haste 
At an address in Wakefield town, 
Which in the note was placed. 
Only a trifling cheque—odzounds !— 
For a matter of three times fifty pounds, 


And why should James Jerusha Brown 
Desire our firm to plank 

Our few hard-earned spondulicks down? 
Because upon a bank— 

A railway bank—near Wakefield, lay 
The remnants of his father, 

Who from a train, the previous day, 
Had been projected, rther 

Too forcibly to let the glim- 

Mering spark of life remain in him. 


What can't be cured endured must be, 
So, though our heart an ache feeled, 
We sent our man of & a, d.— 
Our head cashier—to Wakefield, 
And bade him gain the needful proof, 
And then shell out the needful “oof.” , 


With Janis Jerusha Brown, Esquire, 
Our rhino-keeper sped 
To where Jerusha’s quondam sire 
Upon the bank lay dead. 
And then remarked our bold cashier : 
“ Forgive our seeming doubt. 
Irrefutable proof is here 
That your peor old dad's pegged out. 
And, if your hand you'll kindly hold. 
I'll heave you out the chink in gold.” 


Then James Jerusha’s hand came out. 
But, ere the cash came in, 

There fell on our accountant’s—nasal organ 
A startling smell of gin. 

And at the carcass on the bank 
He made a savage dig, 

And from the poor dead form did yank 
A mask and eke a wig. 

Then three big kicks and one big cuss 

He gave the dead, and murmured thus; 

“Oh, SLOPER! art thou such a worm 

As try and rob thine own gvod firm?” 


ALLY SLOPER'’S 


CHRISTMAS APPHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WERK, £140 10s, 9}d. 
SINCE RECEIVED: — A. SLOPER, Esq. F.0.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
“Box” (St. James’s, 8.W.), 2s. 6d.; FP. A. G. (Pancras Road), 63; R. J. Hows, 
2s.; SHIRLEY HOpSoN, 10s.; NEIL MUNRO, 1Us.; J. W. (Felixtowe), 5s.; G. A. 
FORDHAM, 2s. 6d.; Mra, POMPEY, 1s.; REGINALD A. GLIDDEN, 6d.; OARR W. 
PuGosE (Darjecling), £1. 
Making a total received up to January 30th, 1894, £144 9s. 34d. 
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UNPLEASANT TO HEAR. 


Am I greedy and grasping and mean in my ways? 
You extol me for habits of thrift. ¥ 
Atm I caustic of speech? Then your voice in high praise 
Of my wt and dry humour you lift. 
Do I punish mny foes with'a “tooth fora “tooth”? 
Then vou feign admiration sincere 
Of my dealings so juat—for the outspoken truth 
Is exceeding unpleasant to hear. 


Do I fly like a coward when danger comes nigh ? 
My diserectnesa you loudly applaud, 
Do I pass, without giving, the starving one by? 
You approve my discernment of fraud. 
Do I “sweat” my poor slaves without sorrow or ruth? 
Then commend ye my knowledge so clear 
Of the value of labour—the outspoken truth 
Is so very unpleasant to hear, 


Yes, the truth is unpleasint to hear, oh! my friends, 
So my vices to virtnes ye twist ; 

But, alas! my poor soul to a judgment-seat tends, 
Where no room for false friends will exist. 

And no sophistry then may console me, forsvoth, 
When upon me, in accents severe, 

Falls the outspoken truth—though the outspoken truth 
Will be more than unpleasant tu hear, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

“FALSE and Fare”: The cabman’s tale may first be reckoned, 
When he wants to get too much of second, 

SoL(E)D Everywhere : Boots, 

THE London Thirteen Club is not the only institution of the kind. 
There are thirteen clubs in every pack of cards, i 

SMITH used to describe artificial teeth ax new-fangled articles, 
He has now got one himeelf, and having paid twice its value for it, 
considers it is he who is bay (ow sana 

THE modern reading of “ Mind your Q's and P’s” is “ Mind you 
buy your Y**pe every week.” 
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SMYTHE. 
(A Story or MrpievaL Times.) 
ess 
CHAPTER XIV. 

“WELL, then, we will to the castle.” said De Smythe, “and leave 
good Brown to carry on the business.” 

“There is something to be done first,” said Jones. “ You must 
go to the castle 
in disguise. If 
you go as the 
successful and 
wealthy John 
De Smythe, you 
may be almost 
sure of a wel- 
come, even 
should you tind 
that your lover 
and your brother 
have been false.” 

“You take a 
Vitter view of 
human life,” said 
De Smythe. 

“IT speak of 
some people as 
1 have found 
them. ‘Tis well 
to put them to 
the test, at least. 
Go back as an 
unsuccessful 
man,and see the 
Teception — you 
gt If it be 

indly then, 
‘twill be no 
less 80) when 
they learn the 
deception. We 
will go as drift- 
weed, and as a 
tribute to your belief in humanity, Fl hope for fatted calf.” 

e 


Two tattered aud travel-stained travellers, 


e e e . * 

Two tattered and travel-stained travellers stood at the entrance 
to the old Castle of Maltonburg. They looked not unlike the 
modern tramp in everything but the aroma of recent whisky which 
that worthy contrives to have around him at most periods of the 
day. The elder and more robust of the two had already winded 
the horn which hung at the outer ward, and whose sound aroused 
the warder to a knowledge that there were those without the gates 
that craved an entrance. 

The old warder looked out from the porthole of the gateway, and 
when he saw the quality of the would-be guests, he muttered to 
himself that they would not be welcome. 

“Go hence!" said he, “ go hence ! an’ ye would wish to be merry. 
There is naught occa- 
sion for mirth here, 
and ye will have better 
opportunity a little 
further on.” 

“We cry thy 
patience, good war- 
der,” said the elder 
traveller, “We ax 
not to be made merry. 
We crave but a crust 
and a bundle of straw 
whereon to rest our 
limbs. We have tra- 
velled far, and are 
aweary. 

“Itis not my place 
to reject a claim for 
rest, but methought 
you would rather go 
further where you 
might fare more 
cheerfully,” said the 
aged man-at-armes, as 
he lowered a little 
gangway to admit the 
foot -passengers, 
“Come in and wel- 
come, and ye would 
be doubly welcome 
could you but cheer 
the young master, and 
give him that health 
whose absence we all 
deplore.” 

“Ig your master sick, then?” inquired the taller traveller, 

“Even to death's dvor.” 

“Ia the aged baron, then, dead?” 

“Nay, not dead, but near it, from grief. The elder son disappears, 
is heard of no more, and is likely dead. The second son falls sick 
of a mystery that no leech can fathom, and the aged master feare 
that each daylight will dawn to find him childless.” 

“What are his symptoms?” asked the younger traveller, apeak- 
ing for the first time. 

bs proms! ” said the old retainer. “ Byerfaith, ‘tis the absence 
of all symptoms that 
has bothered the 
leeches who have 
seen him. He broods 
all day, takes no in- 
terest in sport, eats 
but little, sighs too 
frequently, and has 
worn almost to a 
shadow. There be 
his symptoms, but 
they be symptoms 
that the leeches can 
attuch to no known 


©Go hence !” said he. 


disease.” 

“And the Lady 
Elfrida? — is she 
well?” asked the 


elder traveller. 

“She is well, but 
somewhat worried, as 
is natural to one who 
has a lover sick.” 

“A lover! Loves 
she your young 
master?” 

“Ay, marry, I 
should suppose there 
be something of the 
sort since there was 
much talk of her 
becoming his wife, 
but for the blight 
which has fallen on 
hia hearth, and her 
vow not to marry till she was twenty-four years of age, which 
time expires a week hence.” 

“They were to be married,” said the elder traveller, with a heavy 
sigh, © Your word was true, good Jones,” he mattered. 

(To be continued newt week.) 


“Your word wus truc, goud Junes,” he mattered, 


Se A a RO ewes 
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SHE ASKED FOR. 


MORE THAN 


No. 346.—Mr. WALTER SLAUGHTER, F.O.S. 
“Although Slaughter by name. He is a man of peace. And 
ty. Has musical talent and a a beard. The former 
in 
very da: Lady Visitor. Is your mistress in? 


» A . EB A 
Event: became organ-blower. To the village churc ‘New Page Boy. Yes, mum; the old ‘un's in the dining-room rowing with the guv‘nor, and the young ‘un’s in Dentist. Well, w' 
Ad: his willingness. In the local . To meet any the drawing-room spuoning with ber bloke. Dear, dear ! 


other organ-blower. Or gas-bag. Same si: 

a twelve-foot ring. No replies. Walter therefore posed as 

champion orgas-blower. Of the work. | Rett, ts well THE OSTRICH’S MORAL LESSON. 
as position. At the ‘village church. Expressed wish to re Pit 

become. Tin wi the Queen of 2 t (5) 


hat's the trouble, ch? Teeth again? 
T'm afraid they must all come out. 


. On the topmost rung. Is fond of his profession. 
And fellow creatures. Obiefly because he 
musician Walter was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented to him January 20th, 1894."—Debrett Improved. 


A fowl shot 


7 ' { os 

— : 4 A. What are you going to do on tour? 

Watter. ‘Scuse me, sir, but the waiter ain't charged in the bill. 3. Jack and the Beanstall 

Guest. Wal, I guess I ain't eat one, neither. ‘A. You're going to do the beanstalk, I suppose. 
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